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“It’s a strange name for a 
boat,” Gina commented. 

“But it looks all right 
from the outside. 

What’s it like 
inside?” 

“There’s only 

one way to find out, my girl,” 
said her dad, pointing to the 
doorway that led into the cabin. 

Inside, it was much nicer than Gina had 
expected. There was a large living room 
and combined kitchen filled with every 
imaginable appliance. Further on there 
were two bedrooms. The first was large, 
with a double bed. Beyond that was a 
smaller one in the front of the hull. All of 
the furniture was modern, and the beds 
seemed comfortable. 

Gina nodded approvingly and went on 
deck to give her dad the OK. Then she 
helped her parents unload the food and 
supplies they had packed for the trip. 

Finally, they were ready to cast off. Gina 
could hardly contain her excitement as her 
father untied the ropes that held the yacht 
to the dock. Then, with one strong push 
from her father, Penny Dreadful floated out 
into the marina. With Gina and her parents 
shouting orders and pretending they were 
pirates, the three slid smoothly out to sea. 



jRy ina’s dad and mum planned to 
Ihj sail slowly among the islands that 
|3 dotted the waters. They had no 
H goal in mind and were free to stay 
as long as they wanted on any island. 

Their first landing was on a small moun- 
tainous island covered with lush, tropical 
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greenery that was poking up above the 
blue water. As they drew closer, however, 
Gina could see long curves of shining 
white sand just waiting for her to lay a 
towel on. Her father dropped anchor in a 
small bay, then rowed Gina and her mother 
ashore, where they all sunbathed for a few 
hours. But the island was totally deserted 
and the family found it a bit boring. They 
decided to spend only a day there, lazing 
in the sun and exploring the dense jungle. 

The holiday became a series of minor 
variations on that first island stopover, 
except that some of the islands had people 
living on them. If it hadn’t been for a 
friendly old man on another yacht moored 
next to them on one island, Gina would 
have grown tired of the same old routine. 
But the old man was full of real-life pirate 
tales that captivated her for hours. 

The man’s name was Craig and his 
brown, leathery skin had millions of tiny 
wrinkles. He looked as if he’d spent his 
entire life baking in the sun. 

He confirmed Gina’s suspicions when 
he answered a question her father had 
asked. “Aye. I’ve been sailing these waters 
for well on forty-five years now.” 

“Forty-five years,” Gina repeated in 
wonder. “Wow! You must have seen every 
island... everywhere.” 

Craig shrugged. “Well, I’ve seen a good 
few of ’em. I guess.” 





“We’re on an island-hopping tour,” said 
Gina’s father. “Is there any advice you can 
give us?” 

The old sailor thought for a moment, 
then nodded. “Aye. Things sometimes get 
a little rough yonder round the Leeward 
Isles. There’s a gang of pirates that’s been 
causing a lot of trouble out there.” 

“Pirates?” Gina’s mum asked doubtfully. 
“In this day and age?” 

“Aye,” Craig answered firmly. “Some 
things never change, except the boats they 
sail and the weapons they use.” 

“Is it dangerous?” asked Gina’s dad. 

“It can be. But if you stay well away from 
the Leewards, you shouldn’t have any 
problem. You have maps, right?” 

When Gina’s dad answered that they 
did, Craig offered to point out the 
areas that he’d been talking 
about. The 
two men van- 
ished below deck 
and were gone for 
over an hour. 

“I hope Craig will be 
able to show dad some exciting 
places for us to explore,” Gina 
mumbled to her mother. “I’m getting tired 
of wandering around from one empty 
island to another with nothing to do but 
sunbathe all day.” 



he family stayed on the small 
island for two days. Gina spent a 
lot of that time listening to 
Craig’s incredible stories about 
pirates, fantastic creatures, glorious sea 
battles and mysterious ghost ships. The 



old man seemed to have an endless supplv 
of tales to tell. 

Gina’s favourite was about the Azrael, 
the ghost of an old slave ship. It had been 
carrying a cargo of children when a fierce 
storm blew up. The captain, greedy to get 
his cargo of children to port so that he 
could sell them, tried to sail through the 
storm. But the storm swiftly grew into a 
hurricane and the ship sank, drowning the 
crew and the children chained below deck. 

“And ever since then,” Craig said in a 
low voice, “the Azrael has sailed these 
waters, trying to reach port. The captain is 
said to be still searching for more children 
to add to his grisly cargo.” 

Gina shuddered, then scampered off 
to write down the story. She 
wanted to tell it to her 
friends when she 
got back home. 

When they 
left the island. 
Gina’s father 
took care to steer a 
course well clear of the Leeward 
Isles. Instead, he pointed the Penny 
Dreadful towards a distant cluster of dots 
on the map called the Hundred Atolls. 
“I’m fairly sure we won’t run into pirates 
there,” he said, adding with a grin, “if 
there really are any.” 

But when they were less than two daws 
away from the Hundred Atolls, something 
odd happened. They noticed a small speck 
- probably a boat - on the horizon behind 
them, which appeared to be following then 
"It could be one of the boats we met ( 
that last island,” Gina suggested out loud 
when she first saw the distant vessel. 

“Well, whatever it is, we’ll know for sure 
in a couple of days,” her father said. 
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“Well, Gina. I just don’t know,” her 
father answered. “But whoever they are, 
they’re in quite a hurry.” 

“Maybe we should start up our engine,” 
Gina’s mother suggested. 

Gina’s father nodded and went below. 
Then, after a few moments, the powerful 
engines coughed into life with a reassuring 
rumble. Instantly, the Penny Dreadful 
surged forwards and began pulling away 
from the mysterious ship. 

The morning passed in tense silence. It 
seemed to Gina that the ship behind them 
had taken over her parents’ thoughts. They 
replied vaguely to anything she said, and 
their eyes kept returning to the black ship 
behind them. It was her parents’ obvious 
worry that was most frightening to Gina. 
Her mind kept conjuring up terrifying 
pictures of men swarming on to the yacht 
and murdering her mum and 
dad in front of her eyes. 

But even 
though the 
Penny Dreadful 
was going as 
fast as it could, 
the distance 
between the two 
ships grew less. 

“How can they be 
moving so fast?” Gina’s father snapped. 
Muttering curses, he stormed down below 
to try to squeeze more power out of the 
engine, and her mother followed. 

The mystery ship was now close enough 
for Gina to observe that it was a huge 
wooden vessel - at least four times the 
length of their yacht - with five billowing 
sails. Something about the sails seemed 
strange to her, but she couldn’t work out 
what. But her father could. 



“The sails...” He groped for words. 
“Look at the sails on that ship... They’re all 
pointing the wrong wayl” 

Suddenly Gina understood. She looked 
up at the sails of their own boat. The wind 
was pushing from the left, blowing the sails 
out and over the other side of the boat. But 
the sails of the black ship stood straight out 
from the masts, as if the wind teas coming 
from directly behind. 

Gina knew this was impossible, and her 
heart seemed to freeze as a horrible 
thought exploded in her mind. The Azrael. 
she thought in terror. It's coming for me\ 
She turned to her father, fear stretching 
her face into a mask of wild eyes and wide- 
open mouth. 

“We’ve got to go faster, Dad,” she urged. 
“Craig told me all about that ship - it’s a 
ghost ship that sails the seas looking for 
children to sell as slaves!" 

Gina’s father looked 
at her strangely. 
She could tell 
he thought she 
was so scared 
she was talking 
nonsense. He 
rested a hand gently 
on her head. “We'll be 
OK, Gina,” he promised. 

“We should have the first of the Atolls 
in sight by late this afternoon. I don’t think 
whoever’s on that ship will try anything 
when we're that close to land.” 

"But please try to go faster,” Gina urged. 
Seeing his daughter’s tremendous Icar. 
her father nodded and went back below to 
talk things over with her mother. 

Gina glanced back at the horrible black 
ship. She watched in terror as it drew 
closer. Now the sails looked tattered and 



“The Hundred Atolls are the only islands 
in this direction. We’ll probably see the 
boat when it arrives there.” 

But by the end of that day, as the setting 
sun turned the sky and sea gold, the other 
boat had drawn closer. It was almost as if it 
were chasing them. Now, instead of a black 
speck, Gina could make out the white sails 
of a large ship. 

Gina saw- her parents having a lively dis- 
cussion and moved closer to try to hear 
what they were talking about. 

"I know,” her father was saying, “but the 
fact that they're gaining on us means they 
must have an engine.” 

“But that could be for any number of 
reasons,” her mother answered. “It doesn’t 
mean the) re pirates. 

“True. But after all Craig’s stories, I’m 
suspicious of any boat that has its sails up 
and its engine running. Especially when 
it’s coming in our direction!” 

Gina held her breath and strained to 
hear every word. “Pirates!” she thought, 
feeling excitement running through her. 
“Look,” her father continued, “all I’m 



saying is that it won’t hurt us to lose a 
night’s sleep. We’ll put up full sail and 
keep an eye on that ship. That should put 
us ahead of it. Or at least keep us even.” 

“All right,” her mother agreed. “That 
makes sense.” 

True to her father’s plan, they put up all 
the sails they had, making the yacht almost 
leap across the tops of the waves. Gina kept 
her parents company as long as she could, 
but eventually made her way to her bunk. 



he next morning Gina was up 
with the sun. When she went on 
deck, she noticed that her mum 
and dad were looking more grim 
than they had the night before. Gina could 
immediately see why. 

The ship behind them had drawn even 
closer. Now it was clear that it was a truly 
gigantic sailing ship. 

“Is it really pirates?” Gina asked her 
parents after staring at the pursuing ship. 
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lightning seemed to flicker around the 
masts. The dark wood of the hull was black 
with slime, like something dragged up 
from the sea bed. And the huge bow made 
not a single wave as it pushed closer. It was 
as if the ancient vessel was not sailing in 
the blue-green water but floating above it. 

Gina heard a gasp at her side and 
turned to see her mother standing with 
one hand over her mouth. “Mum,” Gina 
sobbed, pointing to the ghostly 
ship, “we’ve got to 
get out of here! 



of clothing, they all wore neck collars that 
were linked by a heavy iron chain. 

“No...” Gina mumbled, “not me. I’m not 
going to become one of them.” 

Just then, a massive explosion slammed 
her to the deck, as black smoke poured out 
of the open hatch that led below. 

“They’re attacking!” Gina screamed as 
the yacht lurched to one side, then began 
to tilt backwards. 

She fought her way up the deck to peer 
through the smoke into the cabin where 
her parents had been. The room was 
already filling with sea water bubbling up 
from below. Horrified, Gina saw her 
mother floating face downwards in the 
dirty liquid. “Mum!” she screamed, then 
looked frantically round for her father, 
who was nowhere to be seen. 

“No!” Gina screamed, throwing herself 
into the water at her mother’s side. 
She rolled the body over and saw, 
beyond any doubt, that her mother 
was no longer alive. Then, between 
panic-stricken sobs, Gina started 
yelling for her father 



Can’t we go any faster?” 
Without answering, her mother turned 
and went back down to the engine room. 

Gina remained motionless at the rail, as 
if hypnotised. In horror, she watched the 
diseased figures of the ship’s crew and 
stared at their clothing, which was torn so 
badly that it showed glimpses of their pale 
skin. Suddenly, every one of them snapped 
to attention. Gazing down at them from the 
highest deck was a grinning skeleton, its 
bony arms folded across its chest. 

Even worse was the huddled group of 
children standing at the front of the ship. 
Although dressed in many different styles 



uddenly, the Penny Dreadful 
I lurched, throwing the dead body 
EcSM of her father overboard. Gina 
screamed as the boat sank deeper 
into the waves. Now the salt water was 
beginning to wash over the deck railing and 
trickle down the steps. Choking on her 
tears, Gina waded to the steps and climbed 
on to the deck. Then she flung herself into 
the water as the yacht, and the bodies of 
both her parents, finally sank. 

As Gina paddled round in a series of 




frantic circles, crying and trying to keep 
her head above water, she suddenly felt an 
icy breeze wash over her back. Looking up 
through bleary eyes, she saw the black 
hull of the Azrael beside her. Two moving 
corpses were hanging from some ropes, 
their decaying arms stretched towards 
her. Far above them were 
dozens of children, the dead 
eyes of each one staring 
down at Gina. 

“No!” she screamed, then 
began kicking furiously. But 
hard as she tried, 

Gina couldn’t 
move her body. 

Moments later, cold 
hands grasped her arms 
and began hauling her up. 

“Please!” Gina pleaded as she 
struggled. “Don’t take me with 
you! I’m not a ghost!” 

But then one of the children 
turned her empty eye sockets 
upon Gina and pointed at 
something below her in the 
water. Terrified, Gina 
turned to see the body of a 
girl - her body - sinking 
slowly beneath the waves. 



THE END 
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Explore extraordinary"" ** €S| 
powers and ghostly goings'?^ 
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A crumbling colonial house is all that remains on a 
river island near Madras in India. After dark, no 
one ventures on to the island for fear of ghosts. 

In the late 1800s, the house was owned by an 
Englishman and his wife. The husband often went 
away on business. One day he returned to find his 
wife in the arms of another man and, in a rage, he 
murdered the couple. He was never convicted of 
the crime however, because no bodies were ever 
found. It is said, he bricked the pair into the walls 
of his house and continued to live there until he 
died of old age. Today, the ghosts of the victims 
roam the island seeking justice for their deaths. 



Charming snakes 

An Indian plays 



pipe and out of a basket sways*"’* 
a deadly cobra snake, which appears completely 
hypnotised. How does the charmer do that? ^ 
Popular belief was that the snake was 4 

mesmerised by the music of the pipe. However, 4 
snakes have very little hearing, and it is the 
movement of the charmer’s body and pipe that 
Fixates the deadly creatures. The charmer may also 
rhythmically tap his foot, or the side of the snake 
basket which also works to stupefy the snake. 
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Tusk tales 

Villagers in India set fire to a 
hedge to drive aw'ay a herd of 
elephants eating their crops. 
The elephants sucked water from 
a nearby stream, put out the fire 
and continued their feast! 









The Memory Man 



4 The head of the village told 
Adam what to ask the old man: 
"What did you have for breakfast 
on this day 25 years ago?" 



5 When the guru replied: "Two 
eggs", Adam was not impressed! 
This was a hard fact to prove or 
disprove for that matter! 



A friend told me about a cousin of his who had 
travelled round India 



I My friend's cousin Adam took 
a year off between school and 
University and went to India. 



6 Adam loved India so 
much that five years 
later he decided to return. 
Finding himself in the 
right part of the country, 
he took a trip to visit the 
Memory Man again. 



2 Towards the end of his trip, he 
met some fellow travellers who 
told him he hadn't really ‘done’ 
India unless he visited the amazing 
Memory Man of Janapur. 



7 Adam was determined to catch him 
out this time. He found the guru 
sitting under the same tree and, with a 
smug look, Adam simply asked: "How?' 



3 So Adam made his way to the small 
village and found the guru, or wise 
man, sitting in the shade of a tree, 
surrounded by people who had come 
to learn from him. 



8 To Adam's complete shock the 
guru gave him an inscrutable 
smile and replied: "Scrambled!" 








Plantati 



Special I 

I Subject'- ti 

l ended in 

place: Tei 



a four-y ear ha 

a mysterious 

■nuessee, VSA 



BACKGROUND INFORMATION 
John Bell and his wife Luce owned a large 
cotton plantation in the American South. 
The couple had nine children, among them 
a daughter called Betsy. The family were 
Christians, who went to church regularly. 
But for four years, they were tormented bi 
a violent ghost known as the Bell Witch. 

The family's ordeal began in 1817. First 
they noticed tapping noises outside their 
house. Then they heard more sinister 
sounds inside, including people apparently 
choking. After a year, the ghost began to 
attack its victims, dragging the children 
out of bed and pulling their hair. The 
Bells asked a neighbour. James Johnson. 
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Chapter 2 





retold from the story by Joseph Sheridan Le Fanu 



C harles woke screaming from his 
dream. The lamp he kept lit by his 
bedside had gone out and he was too 
afraid to get up or look about the room. 
Suddenly, he felt two green eyes watching 
him from the darkness. The clock struck 12. 
He remembered the terrifying words, ‘The 
1 1th hour be passed... The time’s nigh up.’ 
The next morning, Charles felt ill. The 
voice in his nightmare had told him to do 
something and he knew he would get no 
rest until he had done it. 

“Cooper,” he said, “do you know a room 
called Herod’s Chamber?” 

“Ay, sir. There was a tapestry on the walls 
that showed the story of King Herod. But 



it’s not been used since well before the time 
you were born.” 

“Is there a closet off it?” 

“I can’t remember,” answered Cooper. 
“I’ve not been in it these 40 years.” 

“Go and get the key,” said the Squire. 
“I don’t want that dog in the gun room. 
Keep him out.” 

Cooper gasped. “You ought to have that 
dog put down, Master Charlie. You 
should’ve heard him last night, walking to 
and fro, growling like a tiger. It was terrible.” 
Charles, too, was beginning to look at 
the dog with a horrible suspicion. In fact, he 
began to consider getting rid of it that day, 
so that it could cause no more trouble. 

Herod’s Chamber lay at the end of a 
dusty corridor on the disused third storey. 
The tapestry from which it had taken its 
name had long ago been replaced by wall- 
paper. The closet, a small, private room 
right at the far end, was empty. The Squire 
seemed both relieved and disappointed. 

“Is there any sort of a storage space?” 
asked the Squire. 

“ 1 here was a cupboard somewhere 
here,” replied Cooper, “but I think it 
was papered over.” He rapped his 
knuckles along the wall. “There,” he 
said, as a hollow sound returned. 
I he Squire tore roughly at 
the paper, revealing the 
door of a small 
cupboard . 




However, it was locked and Cooper did not 
have the key. He vaguely remembered the 
old master locking the cupboard and order- 
ing it to be covered with wallpaper. 

Later, Charles returned alone to the 
room. He used a hunting knife to force 
open the door of die cupboard. In it was a 
bundle of letters, cancelled leases and a 
parchment deed , which he read with much 
agitation. This deed was more important 
than all the others. It made it clear that 
Scroope, as eldest son, was the rightful 
owner of Gylingden Hall and all its lands. 
What was more, if the document ever came 
to light, Scroope would have the right to 
every penny of rent Charles had received 
since their father’s death. 

Charles’s mind raced. Should he destroy 
the deed or not? It was then that he heard 
sniffing and scratching at the closet door, 
then a low growl. Summoning his courage, 
he threw open the door to discover the dog, 
panting and wriggling with joy at his feet. 

The Squire’s sense of loathing melted 
away and he wondered why he had ever 
found the poor beast so repug nant . Oddly, 



the sight of it was now reassuring. It was, in 
Charles’s eyes, so attached to him, so good- 
natured and so obviously only a dog. 

=»!*#«=- — 

T owards sunset, the Squire went out 
for a walk, pondering as he went 
whether to save the deed for his 
brother after his own death, or to destroy it. 
He was just leaning toward the former course 
of action when he heard a long, low growl 
off to one side in the undergrowth. The 
growl grew fiercer and more threatening. 
Charles stepped off the path and peered 
over a natural barrier of fallen trees, just in 
time to see the ugly dog straining up towards 
him on the other side. It was hideously 
stretched out, its head twice its natural size. 
The nightmare had returned. Now the 
beast was thrusting its vast head between the 
trunks of two trees, its neck straining 
and its body twining like a huge lizard. 
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Gnashing its teeth and twisting through the 
tree trunks, the dog growled and glared 
loudly as if it would devour him. 

The Squire hurried towards the house as 
swiftly as his legs would carry him. However, 
as he reached the front door and the dog 
caught up with him, it seemed once again 
friendly, and no longer the beast that 
haunted his dreams. Charles felt in his 
breast pocket. The deed was safe. 

That night, Charles sent for the game- 
keeper to tell him the dog was mad and 
must be shot. They could hear it in the gun 
room, growling and jumping at the door. 

“Be careful,” said Charles. “Slip in edge- 
ways and give him both barrels .” 

“Not the first mad dog I’ve killed, sir,” 
said the keeper, cocking his gun. 

When it was done, Charles had the dog’s 
body put outside the gate. “Old Cooper says 
it’s a witch,” he explained, “so it shan’t lie in 
Gylingden Hall.” 

For the next week, the Squire slept much 
better than he ever had before. 



W hen we resolve to do good, we 
should act on that decision at 
once. Otherwise, the intention will 
be lost in our natural tendency toward evil. 
And so it was with Charles Marston. 
Though he at one time decided to do the 
right thing by his brother, determination 
soon gave way to compromise. Then came 
more news of Scroope’s attacks on him and 
renewed vows to see him hang for w'hat he 
had done. Gradually, through fear and 
guilt, Charles came to the decision that he 
must destroy the deed. After he had done 
so, there was great relief that the thing 
which could ruin him was gone. But there 
was also an even greater sense of guilt. 

That night, Charles was awakened by a 
violent shaking of his bed. He opened his 
eyes to see two dark figures at its foot. 
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“Forewarned, wi’ your eyes open, ye did it,” 
said one. “Now Scroope’ll hang you.” 

It was the old Squire. He turned to- show 
his face, torn with shot and bloody, growing 
every moment more like a dog. Both figures 
began to scale the bed. There was dreadful 
confusion and uproar, loud gabbling and 
laughing. With a scream, Charles woke and 
found himself standing on the floor. The 
phantoms were gone. 

The next morning, at breakfast, 

Charles told Cooper about his terrifying 
dream then added, thoughtfully, “I 
shouldn't wonder if Scroope was dead." 

Old Cooper listened wide- 
eyed with fear. He felt sure 
that Scroope would cause 
even more trouble - and 
he was quickly proved 
right. News soon came 
that, far from being 
dead, Scroope had 
been very active. 



He was now saying that he had found new 
evidence to prove his claim and intended 
to bring another case against his younger 
brother. He even repeated his evil vow to 
see ‘the cheat hang at last’. 

In the midst of preparations for the case, 
however, Scroope died suddenly of a heart 
attack. What’s more, he died without a will, 
making his brother sole heir. Charles was 
relieved and overjoyed. 

But the grudge Charles felt against his 
brother still remained. If he had had his 
way, Scroope would not have been buried at 
Gylingden Hall. However, he feared the 
awful scandal that turning the funeral 
procession back from the house would 
cause. Instead, he forbade 
his staff and servants to 
attend his brother’s 
funeral. Anyone who 
dared to do so, he 
declared, would be 
dismissed immediately. 
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word Power 

deed - a legal document, often 
relating to ownership of property 
repugnant - revolting; disgusting 
barrels - the tubes of a grun 
shot - small pellets shot from a gun 
adamant - determined; definite 
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Cooper was angry, feeling that there 



should be some sign of respect for Scroope 
from Gylingden Hall. He asked the Squire 
if he could at least put out refreshments, 
just in case any mourners came to the 
house. But Charles was adamant . Any 
mourner should be turned away. Cooper 
argued and pleaded. But the Squire 
stormed angrily out of the house as the 
funeral procession was approaching. 

Cooper went out to the front gate to 
see what he could of the funeral. When it 
was over and the coaches began to drive 
away, he started back towards the open 
front door. As he approached the house, a 
mourning coach drove up and two men in 
black cloaks got out and went inside. 

When Cooper reached the steps, the 
coach was gone, and the two men were 
nowhere to be seen. A servant said he had 
noticed two gentlemen in black going 
up the stairs. Neither of them had removed 
his hat or spoken to anyone. Cooper went 
looking for the men to ask them who they 
were and what they wanted. But he never 
found them. And from that hour onward, 
Gylingden Hall was greatly troubled. 
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GEISTS 



UflBLJfiriH 

Poltergeists ore the cheeky, 
mlschlevlous phonroms of the 
supernatural world. Their name 
comes from the German, 
meonlng noisy spirit. You can't 
see them, but there Is plenty of 
physical activity to let you know 
they are around. 

STRANGE NOISES? 

Flying objects, ropplngs on 
walls, puddles of water and 
exploding light bulbs ond eggs 
all of these ore common 
events described by victims of 
poltergeist attacks. Although 
plates flying around the kitchen 
can put you off your supper, these 
attacks are not usually dangerous. 

For many years people believed 
that these activities were linked to 
a disgruntled supernatural 
spirit. However, 
psychic researchers 
today are more 
likely to connect 
the trouble with on 
Individual living in 
the home, especially 
a teenage girl, who 
Is emotionally 
rroubled. 



». MUM HITS THE ROOF 
In the film Poltergeist', a 
mother is forced up to the 
ceiling bv supernatural 
forces released from a 
local cemetery by her 
young daughter. 




A EMOTIONAL TARGET 
A young woman, deeply 
upset by the death of her 
husband, becomes a victim 
of poltergeist activity. 



LIGHTS ON! 
A typical case was a family In 
Ohio, Amedeo, whoso lights 
kept coming on In their house 
no apparent reason. An 
Ian was colled In, but 
os he worked on the 
lights were turning 
•Ives on of their own 
ird Lamps and rugs 
mashed 
shower 
point, a 
g Itself 



Reporters flocked i 
The ocrlvlly only ! 
when the 1 4-yeat-old i 
Tina, was actually in the house 
Tina may hove created a few 
disturbances to satisfy the medio but 
It is unlikely she was responsible for 
all the strange events. Just like most 
poltergeist actlviry. it stopped as 
suddenly as it had started 



i < TRASH EDI 
This was the 
result of 
poltergeist 

im - the 
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WHAT THE EXPERTS SAY 
Psychic researchers believe that if the 
tremendous energy of o teenager or 
woman Is stored up, it may finally e: 
an outburst of psychic energy. Dut the person 
Involved Is nor aware that they are causing 
these events and they can’t control them 
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ALL IN THE MIND 
In 1972, poltergeist activities surprised 
a group of people In Toronto. 

Canada, who had decided to 
create a ghost. They wanted to 
see if a ghost could be mode to 
appear Just because people 
believed It would. They gave him 
a name, Philip, and a history and 
then they met regularly to try to 
moke the ghost materialise. 

Try as they might, they couldn't 
moke the ghost visible, but what 
actually did happen was seriously 
weird. Although he could not be 
seen, Philip began to communicate 
through poltergeist activity such as 
rapping noises and floating tables. 

What was It that caused these events? 

Could It be psychokinesis, the mind’s 
ability to move objects? 

Does the Toronto experiment prove that 
poltergeist activity Is actually caused by some- 
one really believing that a supernatural event Is 
happening? We cannot be sure. The only thing 
we can be sure about is: be careful! If you 
really want something to happen, if just might! 



T SINGING UP A STORM 
Poltergeist activity began as 



Poltergeist activity alarms 
the adults of a Victorian 
household - although the 
baby sleeps peacefully. 



